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their haunches, looked fixedly before them, or, half lost in their profuse manes, slept, rolled up like a ball. All appeared to be satiated, wearied, and listless. They were as motionless as the mountain, or as the dead. Night fell; wide red bands streaked the western sky.
In one of the heaps irregularly embossing the plain, something more weird than a spectre arose; then one of the lions commenced to move, cutting with his monstrous forma black shadow on the background of the impurpled sky. When he was near the man he felled him with a single blow of his paw. Then, stretched flat on his belly, with his fangs he slowly drew out the entrails.
Afterwards he opened his jaws wide, and for eome minutes uttered a long, deep roar, which ro-echoed in the mountains repeatedly, and was lost at last in the solitude.              *
All at once gravel rolled from above ; then came the pattering of many rapid steps, and from the * side of the portcullis and from the gorge appeared pointed snouts and straight ears, and yellow eyeballs gleamed. These were the jackals, come to devour the remains.
The Carthaginian who was watching as he leant over the edge of the precipice, returned to Carthage.